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Allen  A-Dale 

Paddy  Carey 

Ma  Chere  Amie 

William  Teli 

Oh  the  Moment  was  Sad 

The  Cottage  on  the  Moor. 


Nevvcaftle  upon  Tyne :  * 
Printed  by  J.  MarOiall,  in  the  Old  Fiefh-MaTket, 

U  here  may  alfo  he  had  a  large  and  mteresflng  Colicrth. 
,<^f  Songs,  Balhds,  Taks,  Hutor'cs,  igr.  , 


Allen  a-Dale. 


ALLEN  A-Dale  has  no  faggot  for  burning, 
Allen  A-Dala  has  no  furicw  for  turning. 
Allen  A-Dale  has  no  fleece  for  the  fpinning, 
Allan  A-Dale  has  led  gold  for  the  winning  ; 
Come  read  me  my  riddle,  come  hearken  rny  tale, 
And  tell  me  the  craft  of  bold  Allen  A-Dale. 

The  Baron  cf  kavenfworth  prances  in  pride  ; 
And  he  views  his  d')mains  upon  Arkindale  fide  ; 
The  mere  for  liis  net,  and  the  land  for  his  game, 
The  chase  for  the  wild,  imd  the  paik  for  the  tame  ; 
Yet  the  hih  of  the  lakcj  and  the  deer  of  thie  vale, 
Are  leis  to  Lord  Dacre  ihan  Alien  A-Dale. 

Allen  A'Dale  was  ne'er  behed  a  ktught, 

Tno^  iiis  fpear  be  as  iharp  and  his  blade  be  as  bright ; 

Alien,  A-Dale  is  no  baicn  c?r  lord, 

Yet  ivrenty  tall  yeomen  will  draw  at  his  word,; 

And  the  best  of  our  nobles  his  bonret  will  vaii, 

Who  at.  Rere  Crcfs  cn  Stanmore  meets  Allen  A-Dale. 

.AlT'n  A'Dale  to  his  wooing  is  come  ; 
T'he  r-iother  (be  a&'d  of  his  liouse  and-hishonie  ;  ' 
''■Tho'  the  cahie  (  f  ilichnicnd  hands  far  on  ijie  l-ill, 
]y!y  balld-'  q'.iotl)  bold  Abt-r,  "ilands  gallanler  hill; 
-'  Tis  l\v.t  biv;e  v.udt  of  hc.vbi^  with  its  crecent  ib  pale, 
AsAi  V/.lb  aii  a.s  bnght  ipaiiglcs     hud  Allen  A-Dale. 

The  father  was  (Icel^  and.  ibe  rnotheit  was  {lone ; 
liiey  b.lieci  the  latch  Jr<nd  liiey  bade  him  begone; 
jjuL  ;caid  oi.  iheinoruAv  the  v;aij  and  the  ciy  1 
j-ie  ]jad-,t;i'5]gird  on.ihe  lals.with  his  bpuny  blv$ck-.e5'e> 
A  lid  ihe  fleU  to  the  loje/t  to  hear  a  love  tale, 
And  the  youtii  it  vs-as  told 'by  was  Alien  A-Dale. 
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Faddy  Carey. 

TWAS  at  the  town  of  iiate  Clogheeii 
That  ferjent  Snap  met  Paddy  Carey, 
A  claner  boy  was  never  feen, 

Brilk  as  a  bee,  light  as  a  fairy, 
lVi>  brawny  flioulders,  four  feet  fquare, 

His  cheeks  like  thumping  red  potatoes. 
His  legs  would  make  a  chairman  ftare ; 
'    And  Pat  was  lov^d  by  all  the  ladies. 
^        Old  and  young,  grave  and  fad. 

Deaf  and  dumb,  dull  or  mad, 
Waddling,  twaddling,  limping,  fqulntiog, 

Light,  brilk,  and  airy. 
All  the  fweet  faces,  at  Limerick  races, 
From  Mulinavat  to  Maghera  felt, 
,  At  Paddy's  beaudful  name  would  melt ; 
The  foxvis  would  cry,  and  look  fo  ftiy. 
Ogh,  Cufliiamachree  !  did  you  never  fee  _ 
The  jolly  boy,  the  darling  joy. 
The  ladies'  toy,  the  widow's  joy, 
J,  Sllmble  footed,  bhick  ey^d,  rofey  cheek'd, 
2'  Curly  headed  Paddy  Carey? 

O  fweet  Paddy  !  beautiful  Paddy  ! 
Jate  little,  dght  litde  Paddy  Carey  [ 
pis  heart  v/as  made  of  Irifla  oak, 
je,   A'^et  foft  as  llreams  from  fweet  Kiilarney; 
lis  tongue  was  tipt  with  a  bit  o'  the  brogue. 
But  the  devil  a  bit  at  all  of  the  blarney. 
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Now  ferjeant  Snap,  fo  ily  and  keen, 
While  Pat  was  coaxing  duck-legg'd  Mary, 
A  (hilling  flipt  fo  neat  and  clean. 
By  the  powers,  he  lifted  Paddy  Carey  ! 
Tight  and  found,  ftrong  and  light, 
Chedcs  fo  round,  eyes  lb  bright, 
Whiftling,  humming,  drinking, drumming. 
Tight,  light,  and  airy. 


The  fowls  wept  loud,  the  crowd  was  great. 
When  waddling  forth  cam^  widow 
Leary; 

Tho'  fhe  was  crippled  in  her  gait, 

Her  brawny  arms  clafp'd  Paddy  Carey* 
Ogh  Pat !  fhe  cry'd,  go  buy  the  ring. 

Here's  cafh  galore,  my  darling  honey  ; 
Says  Pat,  you  fowl,  1*11  do  that  thing, 
And  clapt  his  thumb  upon  her — money 
Gimblet  eye,  faufage  nofc, 
Pat  fo  fly,  ogle  throws. 
Leering,  tittering,  jeering,  fritt'ring, 
Sweet  Widow  Leary. 
All  the  fweet  faces,  &c. 

When  Pat  had  thus  his  fortune  made, 


He  prefs'd  the  lips  of  Miftrefs  Leary  ; 
And  mounting  ftraight  a  large  cockade,  'n 
In  captain's  boots  ftruts  Paddy  Carey. 


All  the  fweet  faces,  &c. 
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He,  grateful,  prais*d  her  fliape,  her  back. 

To  others  like  a  dromedary  ; 
Her  eyes  that  feemM  their  firings  to  crack. 
Were  Cupid's  darts  to  Captain  Carey  I 
Neat  and  fweet,  no  alloy. 
All  compleat,  love  and  joy. 
Ranting,  roaring,  foft  adoring. 
Dear  Widow  Leary. 
All  the  fweet  faces  at  Limerick  races. 
From  Mulinavat  to  Maghera  felt. 
At  Paddy^s  promotion  figh  and  melt. 
The  fowls  all  cry,  as  the  Groom  ftruts  by, 
Ogh,  CuChlamacree  1  thou'rt  loft  to  me, 
The  jolly  boy,  the  darling  boy,  ^ 
The  ladies'  toy,  the  widows'  joy, 
*Long  fword  girted,  nate  fliort  (kirted, 
Head  cropt,  whiflcer  chopped 
Captain  Carey ! 
O  fweet  Paddy !  beautiful  Paddy  ! 
White  feather'd,  boot  leather'd 
Paddy  Carey ! 

Ma  chore  Amie  ! 

MA  chere  amie !  my  charming  fair  ! 
Whose  smiles  can  banifh  ev'ry  care ; 
In  kind  compaffion  fmile  on  me, 
Whofe  only  care  is  love  for  thee,  t 
Ma  chere  amie !  &c. 
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Under  fNA';eel  iriendiiilp's  fkcued  name 

My  bofom  caught  the  tender  flan>e  : 
I.etJi itrndlhip  in  thy  botbiii  be 

Converted  ui'-O  love  tor  me. 

Ma  chere  ^mie  1  &c. 
Toi.'-etlier  rear'd.  tO!<ether  orown, 

O !  let  us  now  unite  in  one  1 
Let  pity  ibftea  thy  decree  ! 

I  droop,  dear  iDaid  !  1  die  for  thee  ' 
Ma  chere  amle  !  &c. 

WiHimi  TelL 

"TXTHEN  AVilllamTell  was  doorcM  to  ci?e> 
W       Or  ^^-^t  the  mark  upon  his  Infant's  hict 
The  fignal  toil'd,  the  hour  vvas  nigh, 

And  soldiers  rniirch^i  with  grief  and  dread 
And  now  each  valiant  Swiis  his  grief  partakes, 
For  tliey  figh 
And  Wildly  cry, 
Poor  WiUu:Hi  Tell,  once  Hero  of  the  L^ikes 
At  length  was  heard  the  miifU'd  drum, 
And  ftraight  the  pointed  arrow  flies, 
The  tremblirig  Boy  expects  his  doom, 

ii^nd  all  fkriek  ont,  Me  dies  !  1  e  dies  \ 
Wh.en,  hark  1  the  lofty  trumpet  founds, 

The  mark  is  hit !  rny  child  is  free  ! 
Into  his  Father's  arm<^  lie  hounds, 
-   InfpnM  by  iove  and  iiherty.. 
And  now  each  valiant  Swils  his  joy  partakes, 
For  m on  mains  ring, 
Whuft  they  fingV 
Long  live  William  T«lj,-  the  Hero  of  the  Lakes 
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Oh  the  Moment  was  fad. 

the  moment  was  fad  v»  hen  my  love  and  i 

Savournii  Delifh,  Si  in.igh.  Oh  ! 
.s  I  kiis'd  C'lX  her  tear^,  i  was  ntgh  broken-h^eartedj 

,  Savourna  Delifh,  Shinngh,  Oh  i 
/"an  was  her  cheek,  which  hung  on  niy  (lioulder, 
amp  was  her  hand^  no  n^arble  was  colder, 
fek  that  I  never, again  lliould  behold  her, 

Savourna  Delilli,  Shinagb,  Oh  ! 

'  hen  the  word  of  coiiimand  put  cur  men  into  mo™ 
:  tion, 

Savourna  DellOi,  Shinagb,  Oh  ! 
)uckled  on  my  knapfack  to  crofs  the  wide  ocean, 

Savourna  Delifh,  Shinagh,  Oh  ,! 
,  ifk  were  our  troops,  all  roaring  like  thunder, 
jas'd  with  the  voyijge,  inipaiient  for  plunder, 
r  boibii)  iviih  gvief  vv'as  a hnofi  torn  aiunder, 
Savourna  Deliih,  Shinagh,  Oh  ! 

ng  I  fought  for  my  country,  far  from  my  true* 
love, 

Stvourna  DelKh,  Shinagh,  Oh! 
i  my  pay  and  nry  booty  1  ho2i'ded  for  you,  love, 
Savourna  Deliih,  Sin'nagh,  Oh  1 
,  iCe  being  prociaim'd,  1  iccurn'd  from  the  Haugli- 
ter, 

>ded  al  home — my  fvveet  girl,  I  fought  her, 
ioiio^^  alas  1  CO  the  cold  g^ave  had  brought  hcr^ 
Savouiaa  DeiiOi,  Shitii^gii;  Oh' 
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The  Coitage  on  ibe  Moor. 

MY  mam  is  no  more,  and  my  dad  in  his  grave, 
'    Little  orphans  are  fillers  and  I,  fadly  poor, 
Indutlry  our  wealth,  and  no^  dwelling  we  have, 
But  yon  neat  little  cottage,  that  ftancU  on  the 
moor. 


The  lark*s  early  fong  does  to  labour  invite ; 

Contented  we  jufl  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door  ; 
And  Phoebus,  retiring,  tript  home  with  delight, 

To  our  neat  little  cottage,  that  (lands  on  the  moor 
Yon  neat  iittle^cottage,  &c. 

Our  me^ds  are  but  homely,  rnirth  fwefctens  our  cheer, 
Affection's  our  inmate,  the  gueft  we  adore,  j 

And  heart-eafe  and  health  make  a  palace  appear  j 
Of  our  neat  Httie  cottage  that  (lands  on  the  moor 
Yon  neat  little  cottage,  5cc, 


